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"You're here," Dave looked at him from his place on the couch, wrapped in the sleeping bag, a dopey grin on his 


face. 


"Yeah, | am," Kurt mumbled, closing the bathroom door behind him. Where else was he supposed to be on a 
morning in the middle of the week? 


"You know, | was thinking about finally calling Krist one of these days - we should get together, maybe I'd get 
Paul McCartney to jam with us." 


"McCartney? Seriously?" Kurt cackled. 
Its not the eighties anymore." Dave rolled his eyes. "And you know he wrote your favorite song?” 


"He did? Wait, | was sure Norwegian Wooa is Lennon's." 


"Ha, poser," Dave gave him a giant, silly smile. "Man, your haircut was so silly." 


Kurt instinctively brushed away his half grown out bangs. "I'm not taking hair advice from a guy who doesn't 
know you need to tone after bleaching.’ 


Dave looked at his own hair, as if he expected the two inches left of chicken-yellow ends to disappear since 
yesterday, and burst out laughing. "Yeah, alright! What the hell was | thinking?" Then he took a moment and 


snorted hard. 
"What?" 


"My voice! he laughed again, as if Kurt was supposed to be in on the joke. "I deserve a second puberty, don't 
you think?" 


Kurt made a grunt of protest in the back of his throat. "If you hit a second growth spurt, Nirvana is gonna be 
two giants, and me, a midget" 


"Then you can wear a floral dress and be an extra cute pixie." 
Yy P 


Huh. Kurt has been pondering that, though he didn't expect Dave to be the first to give the idea a thumbs up. 
No, wait, this whole conversation was kinda off - first thing in the morning Dave always did was glare at the 
turtle over his cigarette, then curse the weather. He never got so fucked up to still be tripping in the morning 
(it was quite admirable that he just knew his limits and didn't push them for stupid curiosity). "How much did 
you have last night?" 


"Hmm, maybe one Jag too many... Or one hit too many - but that was stuff from California, supposed to get 
you a good night's sleep.” 


"Jagermeister? Jesus, did you get into some rich kids party?" On the one night Kurt had to sleep off the 


sickness! Fuck, maybe he could have scored! 


"Sure, richer than both you and me." Dave waggled his eyebrow, as if he was supposed to be in on the joke - 


again. 
"Why don't you get some more sleep, Dave? It's still early." 


"Wait, but - we gotta play!" He flailed his arms, trying to get out of the sleeping bag. Damn, did Kurt forget 
again? He looked near the phone but the only note in Dave's handwriting was the one from last week and the 
show was scheduled for the end of the month. Eh, whatever - Krist or Silva would call in the afternoon if 
they were to play a gig. With the daily practice they kept up, they could record the god-damn album live and 


it would sound fucking awesome. 


"Sure, in the evening. Its Thursday, rehearsal as usual." 
"Oh-kay. But promise you'll wake me up?" He perked up. 


"Yeah, can't exactly play without a drummer, you know?" Kurt cocked his head to the side, giving Dave a gentle 


look. 
"Aw, thanks. I'll see you later then?" 


"Yeah, later." Kurt nodded, with his hand on the bedroom door's handle. He chuckled when he closed them 
behind himself. Man, he sure wasn't going to let this conversation slide. Once he'd get to wear a dress, he was 


gonna make Dave call him a cute pixie. And ask when McCartney was coming to jam with them. 


Kurt wondered if Dave was awake already. He tended to sleep like a log, which one night in the UK prompted 
Krist to wake him up by putting his tongue in Dave's ear. Poor guy got so startled, he bumped his head into 
his tom-tom; apparently Dave had no idea ears can be an erogenous zone. Well, at least he didn't scream out, 


like Kurt did when Krist tried this trick on him for the first time. 


He unlocked the apartment door and yeah, Dave was awake alright, hair brushed and pants on already, standing 
by the window, a lit cigarette in his hand. He even put on the sweater Kurt threw on him before leaving, 
‘cause he looked colder than a kid from the USSR, trying to curl into a ball, restricted by the sleeping bag and 
the too short couch. Maroon looked good on him, though. 


"Welcome back," he said, voice rough from the cigarette, smile warm, big brown eyes sparkling. Oh? Last time 
Kurt got such a welcome, it was from Tracy, when he came back from Europe. It made him weirdly fuzzy 
inside. Well, suppose Dave was in a good mood after the party last night - what an asshole, no pounding 
migraine or anything. Lately, Kurt couldn't eat a corn dog and not end up with a heartburn, 


"Hi. Slept well?" he asked, taking the fresh pack of tobacco out of his coat's pocket and throwing it on the table 
by the phone, knocking off some stray pen and a wrinkled sheet of paper. 


Dave nodded, taking another drag and winced, coughing roughly. Well shit, Kurt didn't really mean to give him an 


evil eye. 
"Are you sick?" He fumbled with taking off his coat, trying not to show the potential guilt. 


"No," Dave carefully took another drag and let the smoke out before speaking again. "Just, this tobacco is so 
wet, like straight outta a bird's ass." 


Yeah, with the broken window and typical January weather, it was humid even inside. "We can put the pack 


near the heater at the barn, and roll some for later." 


Dave looked thoughtfully at the ashtray, filled with butts they both smoked since last time he felt forced to 
clean it. He went to ash the fresh one in the sink, coughing again, his steps wobbly. Just in case, Kurt reached 
out to touch his face. Oh damn, Dave was really warm. And did he just lean into Kurt's touch? That was new. 
Not that he would flinch, he even sat in Kurt's or Krists lap a few times, but was generally the least touchy- 
feely person in the band. 


"Man, you're burning up." 

"Nah, your hands are fucking cold. And I'm just hot stuff" Dave pulled a cheeky grin, and took Kurt's hand in 
his, rubbing his frozen fingers. His eyes fell to Kurt's palm, thumb rubbing over a small cut from a craft 
knife. Definitely more touchy-feely than usual. Not that Kurt minded. His hands really felt cold, and Dave's felt 
softer than he expected - and his fingertips more calloused. Guess he was really taking advantage of Kurt's 
guitar when he wasn't looking. 


"Maybe you got roofied last night?" 


"Seriously? Why would someone slip me a roofie?" He gave Kurt an indulgent look, and went to sit on the couch, 


with a mug of slop they called tea - at least it was something to warm up their stomachs. 

"Sure the black market has a need for pretty young boys. And you're a better target than a kid from a good 
background whose parents will come crying to the TV if he won't get back home." Kurt poured himself the 
rest of the warm water from the kettle and sat next to him. 

"You think my mom doesn't love me?" Dave snorted. "Okay, so now | know you won't cry if I'm gone, thanks." 
Kurt rolled his eyes. "Maybe you got cooties from that guy you kissed last week?" 

"Jeez, | was just trying not to get my ass kicked!" he huffed. "It's not like that girl said she's taken!" 

Kurt wasn't sure that move was more brave or silly. Still impressive though, and he remembered the girl 
didn't seem mad at all. If this was a movie, Dave sure would get a threesome. Kurt gave him a teasing look, his 
eyebrow raised. 


"He's not even my type!" 


"Oh, really?" That was an interesting turn. They haven't succeeded yet in getting anything about Dave's 
preferences. Wasn't sure he was into guys, until that accident. "Who is then?" 


Dave rubbed his fingers on his chipped mug for a moment and just then looked like the shy boy he often was. 
"Um, David Bowie. Y'know, just gets your imagination going with his whole vibe. And his artist brain - just 


makes you wanna look inside, you know what | mean?" 


Hm, Kurt wouldn't really guess that answer, but he appreciated it. What was it with drummers and Bowie? 
Chad was the one to show him The Man Who Sold the Worla Though he probably didn't get excited over his 


"artist vibe". 


"Then you have to grow up to be Mick Jagger," he offered lightly, to make Dave relax a little. Seemed he never 
talked about this stuff out loud 


"Eh, my dick is bigger already..." 

"Do you really need another conversation about how size is mostly a social construct?" Dave was present the 
last time Kurt felt obligated to lecture some roadies. No one liked having that discussion, but how were they 
supposed to learn otherwise? It was in every man's best interest. 

"Ugh, no!" he said quickly. "Tell me who's your type then!" 

"Well, the Road Warrior." Kurt admitted, trying to sound nonchalant. 

"Oh, a hunk. | see that" 

"What's that supposed to mean?" He liked to think he wasn't obvious with his crushes. 


Dave sipped from his mug, feigning innocence. "Krist." 


"Hey, be careful with that long tongue." Kurt kicked his ankle for good measure. "And get ready, time to get 
going." 


They rolled three cigarettes each and got feeling back in their hands by the time they heard Krist parking the 


van outside. 
"You're late," Kurt accused when the barn door opened. 


"Only because you insist on keeping the key and | have to wait in the cold until you guys arrive in that wreck 
on wheels." Krist clicked his tongue, and rubbed his hands together. 


"Why, Krist Novoselic, | have missed you since | last saw youl" Dave perked up, just as happy as he was when 
greeting Kurt. 


"Why, David, | am happy to see you too. At least you know how to say hello.” Krist broke into a grin. Unlike 


Dave, he didn't seem weirder than usual. 


Dave bounced up from the shaggy carpeting and went to give him a hug that might be crushing for someone 
who didn't have the posture of a bear. "Of course | do. You can take a guess if that's a drumstick in my 


pocket or..." 


Kurt couldn't help but snort. Seemed that kissing that dude gave him a queer awakening. "Careful there, Dave 


caught cooties and he has a fever." 


Krist put his hand on Dave's forehead and poked his cheek a few times for a good measure. "I dunno, my hands 


are still cold. You could've called me, | bet we have some cold medicine at home." 
"Your mom caught cooties," Dave jabbed. "No need to be jealous Kurt, you're Krists soulmate first” 


Kurt faked a smile and hid his face behind a curtain of hair. Well damn, of course Dave had some ideas about 
him and Krist, trying to find his own place between them. But things weren't as easy as he seemed to imagine, 


and Kurt didn't really like to think about it anymore. 


‘C'mon, you seem to have enough energy to help unload." Krist reached to pull Kurt up by his collar in one 


motion and ruffled his hair. Yeah, guess he didn't mean for things to not be easy. 


Kurt avoided dealing with Dave's oversized drums - they sounded great but were seriously heavy to carry. 
And maybe Dave didn't have a fever after all, ‘cause he didn't even pant when setting his kit up. Although he 
was taking more time than usual to tune it. As far as Kurt knew, you could tune drums as you liked, no hard 
rules. Whatever, as long as he didn't screw up, Kurt didn't mind. Finally, he played the opening beat to 


Communication Breakdown like a goddamn show-off. 

“All good. Whatcha got?" He looked at Kurt. 

"| pretty much finished a song when you were sleeping off your cooties this morning.” 

"Didn't you say you're gonna sleep off, when your stomach was acting up yesterday?" Krist asked. 

"Looks like sleeping off rules!" Dave almost bounced on his stool. "C'mon, what's the song?" 

His excitement was both flattering and embarrassing. Kurt was proud of songs he wrote but wouldn't announce 
them as "hey, | wrote some great shit last night!" Nerbal communication wasn't his forte, anyway. Maybe it was 


a good thing Dave was made of different clay. 


Kurt sat down with his journal open, an unplugged guitar in his lap. "It should start with that line we had 
yesterday," he said to Krist. Checked the chords he wrote down and started playing. "Come, as you are.." 


"Nicel You even got the lyrics ready!" Krist nodded, once Kurt finished. Must have been glad Kurt did something 
for the line they jammed, before they'd forget about it. Kurt knew they already lost some tapes with good 


material. He swore the Pear Street apartment had a black hole somewhere - maybe he accidentally covered it 
when he painted the bedroom walls black. 


"Awesome! Lets go already!" Dave's drumstick swished through the air. Kurt remembered how excited he was 
to play in the morning and smiled. He was getting a bit weary himself from playing the same shit every day in 
that barn (that's why he was composing new shit), yet now it seemed by osmosis he felt some of that joy. He 
got up, plugged in his guitar and started the song. 


Even if the song was new, they played tight and in tune with each other, the sound of bass mingling with 
Kurt's power chords, the pounding of drums behind them, right in place. Maybe that was a bit speedier than 
he imagined for the album version, though... Fuck, what a nice triplet Dave did even before Kurt reached to 
turn on his effect pedal (he was never late to start walloping his drums)! Huh, then he went for a harmony, 
unprompted? Kurt turned to him, his eyebrow raised. 


"Wha? You didn't want a backup here?" He looked up and didn't even lose the beat, motherfucker. 


‘| was gonna ask you actually," Kurt shook his head, repeated the chord and got back into the song. He caught 
Krist giving him a look, something like "Ha! You two started meshing like a musical old couple, now!" and he gave 
him a finger between chords. 


"That was nice," Dave grinned after the third repeat. 


"Shut up," Kurt said with no heat. "Lets keep the creative process pure. We shouldnt talk about playing music - 
Just play’, he'd told Dave when he joined them, but he still forgot sometimes. 


"So, the song was our vodka. What kind of jam are we having for an appetizer?" Krist asked, standing proud of 
his joke. 


"Dude, did you seriously just say that?" Dave shook his head, yet grinned, 
"Shelli got a recipe for a paprika and tomato jam, actually. Sounds pretty good for an appetizer.” 


Kurt winced, sticking out his tongue. "I got a riff. A much tastier one then whatever shit you're on about." 
Unprompted, he let them hear it once, twice and almost got startled when Dave trashed his drums like his 
body was already waiting. Kurt looked back to see fire in his eyes. He just shrugged, looking at them 
expectantly. Krist chuckled, tuned his bass and they were ready. 


Something was different. Even after four hours, Dave kept a perfect beat to every song, from School, through 
Son of a Gun, to Lithium. Kurt didn't hear him speeding up or losing the rhythm once. Sometimes he needed to 


nap for a few minutes to be born anew, but not tonight. Kurt gave Krist a look, who nodded, also impressed. 


"Maybe you're not sick at all. You're pounding so hard today, | bet you told some girl to see you after our 
next show and you're preparing," Krist said when they stepped out for a cigarette. 


"| always pound hard," Dave said, an indegnated look on his face. "And no girl could ever come before my 


drums, okay?" 
"But really, you're hitting so hard, no wonder people think you're on drugs," Kurt said, blowing out the smoke. 
"Eh, you know | don't do that shit” 


"You said so, but in the morning you told me another story," He remembered and looked at Krist. "Dave woke 


up all high, and told me Paul McCartney was coming to jam with us." 


"Wow, | didn't know you have that kind of connections!" Krist chuckled, snatching the cig from Kurt. "When is he 


coming?" 
"Once we sell a million records." Dave deadpanned. 
"Pff, sure." 


"We could do a video where we're burning down a school and have it on MTV. Kids would eat it up," he grinned, 


as if he saw some extra joke in it. 
"Yeah, once Geffen will deal with Sub Pop and finally give us the contract,” Kurt scoffed, 


"I thought you said you're quitting after those muffins Kurt made for your birthday. That was a short 


promise,” Krist told Dave, amused. 


‘lm still wondering, why the hell did you think adding mushrooms to edibles was a good idea" He feigned 


annoyance, but the corner of his mouth was pointing up. 
"You went hiding under my bedl" Kurt cackled. 


"You thought listening to Robert Johnson in the middle of the night, when we were high off our rockers, was 


the thing to do! | was sure hellhounds were coming for us!" 


It was fucking hilarious. Dave kicked out all the books, pieces of wood and clay and dirty socks from under 
Kurt's bed and made him hide too. "Maybe that mess was protecting you from monsters under the bed, but 
tonight we need a different approach’, he said, eyes red, wide, and alert. Kurt complied, before Dave would 
decide they needed to drive to Tacoma and sleep in the van. He fished out some of the pictures he took on the 
Bleach tour, the ones where he was pointing out a cross at random buildings and people, and put them around 
the room. Somehow that convinced Dave they were safe for the night, but they still ended up humming along 
to Blue Jay Way on repeat until they fell asleep (and woke up covered in dust, of course. Kurt also got bitten 
by a spider whose squat they crashed). 


Krist almost fell to his knees laughing, when he heard the whole story. Dave took the smoke from him and 
hacked a lung around the drag. 


"Yeah, maybe that's not good for you anymore," Kurt quipped and got shoved. 


"You're laughing, but that could be true. | tried to do a séance when | was a kid, to get Bonham’s feel. | know 
something happened that night." 


"So you sold your soul for rock ‘n' roll?" Krist was still amused. 
"| didn't peg you for a spiritual person" Kurt said with interest. 
Dave shrugged. "Happens when you combine hallucinogens and a catholic school.” 


"If that's so, perhaps we'll sell that million records. And when that happens, we'll figure out a way to protect 
you from the hellhounds." 


"Thanks man, | knew | could count on ya" Dave patted Krists arm and handed him the cigarette. 


On the drive back home, Kurt felt tired in the most satisfying way. His fingers stung a little, his ears were 
ringing, but those were good consequences. Playing music with his friends made him feel so alive, his brain full 
of serotonin, dopamine and whatever else happy chemicals. At least tonight, he didn't feel the temptation to get 


other chemicals. 


Dave felt the same, judging by his dopey grin. Though he still had some energy left to beat along to Gigantic on 
his knees. "I know you don't like to say it, but we did fucking great tonight” 


"You're kinda weird today." Kurt looked at his friend out of the corner of the eye. Half of his hair escaped the 
hair tie, a tangled mess tucked behind his ears. Kurt's maroon sweater under his hoodie and jacket. Nothing 
unusual here, aside from the spark in his eyes, as if they just got off the stage of Brixton Academy or 


something. 
"Weirder than the quota for a drummer of Nirvana?" 
Kurt snorted and shook his head. "You're a few antics and criminal offenses short." 


"| was raised by wolves in a van, y'know. I'm sly enough, they'll never catch me." He grinned, all confident. 
Perhaps he finally started feeling like he was one of them. Great, it was high time he stopped looking at Kurt 
after every rehearsal like he was gonna get fired. As if calling him "a baby Dale Crover" was not enough - hell, 
maybe he actually got better than him, judging by tonight's rehearsal. Kurt was gonna hold him to this new 
standard. 


Chapter 2 


If Dave was acting weird that Thursday, it got twice, or even more times worse. On Friday, he seemed 
seriously sick Kurt was planning a weekend with some pharmaceuticals in Seattle anyway, so he told him to 
borrow his comforter and rest. Physically, Dave seemed better, but mentally... He still looked up at Kurt coming 
into the room, like his presence was a surprise. Suddenly started leaving the house in the morning almost 
every day. Weirdly, Kurt saw him out of the window one time, Dave staring at the lottery building like he was 
considering arson. Usually throwing rocks or shooting from a BB gun at it was enough when boredom was 


nagging them, what happened? 


When he was home, he was spending most of his time with his journal, and playing the guitar once Kurt 
retreated to his bedroom for the night. Over the course of the week, he probably spent more hours writing 
and strumming than Kurt did. Was he looking for a new band? No, no way. He was still excited to play music 
with them at every rehearsal - like a kid suddenly cured of the illness when parents let him stay home and 
left for work. It's like the time outside of playing music he was cross with. Sometimes Kurt would emerge to 
go to the bathroom, and see Dave just laying on the couch staring at the ceiling, a far away look in his eyes, 
he wouldn't even notice Kurt. One morning it got kinda weird. 


"Did you have a nightmare?" Kurt dared to ask. He wasn't sure they were at the stage of telling each other 
about nightmares. So far, they only talked about dreams like '! went crowd-surfing, but my guitar was a real 
axe, and it turned into a slasher movie' (Dave's was "there was a kick drum, and the universe was in the kick 


drum. So | kicked it.. and | guess a new galaxy was born’). 


Dave shook his head, still in the sleeping position, a look on his face like his mind didn't come to yet. "I dreamed 


of a friend, one l'm gonna meet." 


"Like, with a name and a face?" Kurt heard people in your dreams are ones you saw in real life and the 


subconscious would use their image. 


"Oh yeah, when | see the guy, | will know he's the one. Something to look forward to." He smiled like that meant 
something important that Kurt couldn't understand. 


All that behavior reminded Kurt of his own depressive episodes. Not leaving his bed, finding the last straw of 
joy only in creating. Though, he wouldn't really think a living at the moment, seizing the day guy like Dave could 
get depressed - but who the fuck knew? 


"Just look at the goddamn weather, and that den of filth you both live in No wonder it got to him," Krist said, 
once Kurt admitted his worries. "With Scream, they were touring all the time, or he would be home with his 
family. Now, he's stuck here, away from people he knows, and you two are being bums, blowing your money on 


shit and living off corn dogs." 


Kurt was picking up calls from Silva, praising them for keeping the rehearsal schedule every day, and saying 
Geffen was still in talks with Sub Pop but that would finish soon. He'd told Dave so, remind him these shitty 
days would be over - they'd get their deal and finally go into the studio, then on the road, like a band was 
supposed to. 


"Yeah, fucking bureaucracy. Some big wig lost his pen, some assistant was to deliver the papers but they flew 
out of the window, and no one gives a fuck about us." He just shrugged and didn't seem too concerned for 
some reason. Instead, he started putting away all the tapes from rehearsals littering odd corners of their 
apartment - one was even behind the fridge. In solidarity, Kurt offered to clean the turtle tank, but Dave just 
laughed and said he'd offer him five bucks for that if he had them (guess he already knew Kurt better). 


Maybe he was just homesick? Even if he did go home for Christmas (see, Krist? They weren't blowing money 
on shit. At least Dave wasn't, mostly). He'd always lit up, talking about his mom, how supportive she was, gave 
him her blessing to drop out of school. But Virginia was far away, phone calls were costly, they were broke, 
and Dave wasn't much for writing letters. Kurt felt sympathy, overhearing Dave trying to call Stahls and 
hearing "sorry, / think Franz doesnt want fo falk fo you". Damn, the kid was just escaping a sunken ship, right? 


If Kurt was better at communicating, he'd just sit down with him and tell him to spill it. But he remembered 
Dave was weird before for a few days, until he'd finally told Kurt how hurt and betrayed he felt over Skeeter 
leaving - Scream didn't have a breakthrough on the horizon, but they treated each other like family - they 
would keep going, if he stayed. He even apologized for ‘crying on you like a girl’. Kurt was quick to let him know 
he saw nothing wrong with crying, but guess Dave didn't take that to heart. So, he just needed some time to 
process the shit on his own like a typical dude and things would be fine, right? 


Maybe in truth, things weren't that bad and Kurt was focusing on Dave's sullenness to take his own mind off 
things. After all, he had to deal with the same fucked up living conditions. In the back of his mind, sometimes 
he'd worry the deal wouldn't go through, or his songs somehow would end up as a commercial failure. Oh, and 
he was still heartbroken over Tobi. He kept reminding himself, things couldn't work out, since he wanted to go 
steady when she didn't. But fuck, it still hurt, and he still missed her, alone in his bed in the middle of the 
night. To be fair, Dave has tried to drag him out of the house. "The kid / met at the laundromat was surprised 
that a guy from Nrvana doesnt have someone running errands for him. That means, girls in town are just dying to 
meet you," he told Kurt, all earnest. And to his benefit, even when he was busy flirting with Kathleen, he'd 
come up to distract Kurt before he'd spot Tobi around. And Kathleen too, she was a good friend. 


Something needed to be done, goddammit. Some baby steps. So, Kurt came back home with groceries. 


"Welcome back," Dave looked up, just like every time. His eyebrow raised, spotting a bag of flour and a bottle 
of Kurt's favorite cheap wine in his hands. "You went on an armed robbery and didn't tell me?" he asked over 
the sound of Happiness is a Warm Gun Did that prompt the joke? Dave was listening to The White Album on 
repeat lately, Kurt could hear before he'd fall asleep. 


"Actually, it was all legal with the royalties paycheck," he said proudly. He looked at his friend, who didn't seem 


to wash his hair in a few good days. So unlike him. Still wearing Kurts sweater under his hoodie, sweatpants 


that even Kurt would throw into the wash already (okay, maybe he could fucking take one for the team and do 
the goddamn laundry). Shadows on his pale face that had nothing to do with the stubble. The spark or fire he'd 
see in his big eyes when they were rehearsing turned into something else. If Kurt didn't know him, he'd take 


him for some cynic, disillusioned veteran of whatever punk scene, ten years older than Dave actually was. 


Dave mulled over Kurt's words, his eyes seeing something else than the Gorbachev poster on the wall. "It's a 
shame Scream didn't get to put out that record we did, it was great. Bet some people would buy it and enjoy 


it. And we could have some money right now." 


"At least, some lucky kids that could buy Bleach did, and we can thank them today, over our shit on a shingle 


dinner." Kurt smiled, proud to present a can of tuna and a pack of toast bread. 


Dave broke into a genuine grin, finally. "H's good aliens told me to do it today, then" He pointed to the sink, 


when Kurt gave him a confused look. 


Kurt knew something was out of place when he entered the apartment, but didn't notice right away. The sink, 
so dirty and smelly Kurt just gave up on it soon after Tracy moved out (he had no desire or money to cook 
anymore), was clean, a bottle of vinegar standing next to it. "What the fuck?" 


"Is the mold. Y'know, once we kept wondering for a few days on tour what got us so sick, until we found a 


new civilization under the driver's seat. It's no joke." 
"Where did you even get that vinegar? Aliens” he cackled. 
"Deals with aliens don't come cheap, y'know. | actually traded my second virginity for it," Dave deadparned. 


Kurt looked between the fucking white sink and Dave on the couch. "Well fuck, guess | really owe you one now. 


The aliens wouldn't accept a blowjob, though?" 


"On the condition I'd take that vinegar bottle up my ass, so one well lubricated alien dick seemed like a better 
idea. I'm still kinda sore, though. Do you think it will work if | play on my knees today?" He couldn't help but 


crack a smile, then fell to his side laughing. 


Kurt cackled too, with his hands on his knees. Didn't have the heart to tease Dave for laughing at his own 
jokes. "Put on Rubber Sout, will you? Then we can eat. With some meat in your ass, maybe you'll survive the 


rehearsal." 


Dave put on the record, as Kurt washed his hands and started cooking, humming along to What Goes On The 
dinner of canned tuna, flour, pepper, and toast wasn't complicated and never betrayed Kurt's stomach. He could 


see Dave licking his lips in anticipation, as he was cleaning off the table of all the papers and zines. 


"Ready!" he grinned at the frying pan, as h My Life started playing. Dave took a sharp turn to the player to 
skip it and just shrugged when Kurt gave him a look. 


They both were so hungry, that goddamn tuna was saving them from a mental breakdown. Kurt tried to savor 
his first bite, then before his body made him just inhale it, he pushed his fork into Dave's mouth. "We're 
sharing cooties today," he said just for kicks. Dave snorted and Kurt could see the gentle appreciation in his 
eyes. 


They cleaned off their plates, barely tasting the food but fuck, finally there was something warm down their 


stomachs! What an amazing feeling! 


"Man, you're incredible and a savior." Dave's expression was pure bliss, he kicked back in the chair, head 


thrown back. 

"Don't flatter me," Kurt said lightly, as Dave couldn't see the pride on his face. 

"Well, you're quite alright... and a good helper, sometimes. 

They were both shaking with laughter, again Maybe things would get better from here. 


"By the way, | saw Dylan and he showed me a new phone trick. You can make out-of-state calls and not pay a 


dime. So, if you'd like to call home..” 
"Oh, sounds awesome.” Dave opened his eyes, then looked away. "Y'know, | actually called home lately." 


Kurt made a noise in his throat to show he was listening. Damn, so it was something at home. Did Dave's mom 


get sick? 

Dave started nervously playing a beat on his knees. "I learned a friend died," he said quietly. 

Goddammit, no wonder he was so low. "Oh fuck, is it Skeeter?" 

"No, no! He's fine. Skeeter's fine” He shook his head. "It's an old friend of mine." 

Kurt mulled if he could say something besides a dumb /m sorry for your loss, but Dave continued. 

"Asshole. He's a fucking asshole. One day he's all /m gonna get clean, get away from bad influences. My wonderful 
baby daughter, | need to be a good father and see her grow up. Next day, he pulled out a fucking gun" He 
clenched his jaw. "Everyone knew he was depressed. His heroin habit was out of any control. But fuck, Id never 
think he'd leave his daughter... She wasn't even two years old, has no memory of him. Left his kid like that. Two 
days of rehab and he walked out on everyone. Just quitted" Dave tried to keep his voice level but Kurt could 


hear so much anger, so much hurt in it. 


"l'm sorry. That's so fucked up," he said what he thought, squeezing Dave's arm and reached to roll cigarettes. 
His friend definitely needed a whole one. 


Dave made a weird noise in the back of his throat as he glanced at Kurt. "Why would he do that? Isn't it 
against instinct? Like, even on your worst day.. Wouldn't you scare yourself with the decision to kill yourself? 


Don't you think so?" 


Kurt tensed up hearing that kind of question Was he supposed to answer truthfully or? "Maybe it was too 
much. Its tough to be a good person, a good father. So much pressure and you don't want to disappoint 
anybody. It can fuck you up, if you devote yourself and fail” He fumbled with the rolling paper, unsure if he 
really should say more. "Then you spend every day with that guilt, you may try to tell someone and hear that 
you're selfish and ungrateful. You may try to say you'd rather stop existing and everyone's just upset with 
you. It's like being hit with a baseball bat every day." He stopped himself from adding that after years of being 
suicidal, it doesn't scare you anymore. Fuck, perhaps he shouldn't have said all that anyway - but it felt 
freeing to use the opportunity. And he didn't take Dave for a judgmental person 


Dave took the cigarette Kurt offered, looking at the ember thoughtfully as he took a drag. 
"I kinda.. had those against instinct thoughts for a minute once, y'know." 


Kurt let out the smoke before it got to his lungs. Dave, his friend, who everyone around loved instantly? It 
wasn't right. Why? 


"When we were stranded in LA, | started wondering at one point. Should | try to hitchhike to Virginia and end up 
as a missing person? Or give up there, and at least my family would have closure." He hung his head, hiding his 


face behind hair, voice coated with shame. 
"You wouldn't necessarily end up missing," Kurt said gently. 


"Yeah, but what were the chances? And many hitchhikers stay as Johns Does because they ended up three 
states away from home, where there were no posters of them." He shrugged, his knuckles pressed so hard 

into the edge of the table they turned white. "| mean, | guess | just wanted to say, thanks for letting me join 
the band. That changed my life forever." He glanced at Kurt shyly out of the corner of the eye. 


"Dave, | am fucking glad you joined the band. Otherwise, we would have had to kidnap you," Kurt was quick to 
say. "And without a real drummer like you are, this band can't go places. Like we will. So you have to stay with 


us to see it, okay?" 


"Okay, | fucking will. Thanks." He smiled into Kurt's arm when he hugged him. Things were fucking tough, there 
were no easy fixes, but step by step it would get better, Kurt hoped. 


Chapter 3 


There was a rule in some mafia movie Kurt watched. You don't shoot at a guy sitting on a toilet. Was it true 
or another bullshit, like that thing about not touching women and children? Did the rule include a guy laying 
face down puking his guts out, like Kurt just was? Probably not, Dave said he watched Goodfellas and their rule 
was no drugs. Okay, but Kurt actually had just a few painkillers with his beers. He fucking wished he could have 
scored some Vicodin or at least cough syrup. Anything to numb the burning pain in his stomach. Anything to 
switch off his brain. Was his mind a mess because of the blazing hearth of torture he had in his stomach, or 
would he be a fuck-up even with a healthy body? If only there was mafia in town, and they would feed Kurt a 
bullet through his stomach, maybe the fucking pain would stop. 


The bathroom door, that Kurt didn't close in his haste, creaked. "Are you feeling any better?" 

Kurt shrugged. "Dunno. Guess l'm done. Just getting back some strength." The cold porcelain didn't feel too bad 
against his face, once he flushed the puke (screw all the germs he got on himself with that). "I thought you 
left." 


"Just to take a piss outside. The streetlamps by the lottery building aren't working and you can see the moon, 


all big and bright. Ten out of ten experience, man." 
If your aim is good, there's enough space for the two of us." 


Dave snorted. "Dude, | wasn't asking about your kinks." Kurt heard him run the faucet, then he was combing 
Kurt's hair back with wonderfully cold, wet fingers. "Do you need help getting up?" 


"Don't wanna," Kurt moaned. "| might crash here tonight.” 


"With your luck, you'll end up with mold in your lungs." Dave shook his head in the peripheral of Kurt's vision 
and perched on the edge of the bathtub. "C'mon, | nicked a fresh bottle of Coke. It should perk you up.” 


"Seriously?" Kurt was impressed. "Yeah, that might help. Just give me one more minute to lay." 
"What did you even take? Maybe that set your stomach off" 


"Some painkillers," Kurt shrugged. He wasn't going to admit it was opiates. Those pills were fucking shitty 


anyway, as his stomach just proved. 


‘Oh, really?" Dave's voice was cold. "You were thinking you're allergic to fucking cigarette filters, yet you're 


taking some painkilers for buzz." 


"IFs just pills," Kurts voice and body grew tense. "Just to chill out” 


"No one's gonna stop you, Kurt. No one can. But you need to take a bit of responsibility for yourself and at 
least know what you're taking. If | have to throw you under the cold water, | will. But if even you don't know 
what you're on, it might be tough." 


Kurt hated the way he said his name now. Didn't want to hear those words and feel that freezing wind from 
Dave's mouth. If he had some strength in his body, he'd throw something - the toilet brush was in reach - at 


him. 
"IFs cool you could quit everything just like that, but you don't need to get preachy on me." 


"| quitted ‘cause | knew if | tried coke, a year later Id end up sucking dicks in bathroom stalls. Sadly, that image 


doesn't work on everyone." 
His friend? 


| know a guy whose bandmate died on tour. They just signed in with the label - bitches didn't care at all, that 


dude's family and his bandmates are stuck with debt now." 
"| didn't hear about anything like that happening to Mother Love Bone." 


Dave scoffed. "You're laying with your head in the toilet and still think you're indestructible? That's rich." He 
shook his head, and Kurt saw defeat in the way his shoulders hung. No, please. Kurt reached out his hand, 
pinky finger brushed over Dave's knuckle. He didn't want to lose him now - just when he felt they were 
becoming real friends. There was something more between them than music, and stories of Iggy Pop (Dave 
didn't even brag about it. They heard about it from a kid from a zine on the UK tour, whose friend of a friend 
was friends with people from Canada who were Screams friends. Kurt and Krist were stoked Dave got to play 
with Iggy. Guess his séance was worth something indeed). And that high five they shared when Dave first 
moved in and noticed with joy that Kurt was tapping out the rhythm with his teeth too (Kurt couldn't stop 
cackling when he performed Jom Sawyer for him - he proved he was the right drummer, and the right 
personality, yet again). There was comfort in the proximity of one another, when they'd come back from 
rehearsal and start a fight poking each other's sides with their frozen hands, and end up wrestling on the floor 
(sometimes Kurt would let Dave win). Or when they'd peel off that duct taped bundle of fleece over the broken 
window to have a smoke rolled from the leftovers - they'd shotgun to each other with every drag, ending up 
cold and smelling terribly (then they'd play rock-paper-scissors over who had to go get a fresh pack). 


m sorry. I'll be more careful, | promise. 
ue y. l'Il b ful, | p : 


Dave hummed noncommittally but the grip he had on the edge of the bathtub loosened. Yet he still looked ten 
years older again. They'd poke fun at him for being the baby in the band sometimes (Kurt wasn't convinced 
Stahls really believed Dave was twenty-one when he was eighteen. C'mon, he must have looked about fourteen 


then), but Kurt didn't enjoy that new look on him. 


"You gonna get up now?" 


Kurt flailed his arms, hoping for support. Dave grabbed him under the armpits. With how thin he was, Kurt 
sometimes forgot the muscles in his arms were rippling. Up close, he smelled of his musky deodorant, 


cigarettes, and vodka. 
"Your balance is pretty neat for how much you smell of booze." 


"That's parties in Olympia for you, even the booze doesn't stick" He shrugged and left Kurt alone in the 


bathroom, no lingering touch on his arm. C'mon, please. Don't close the door. 


He left the bathroom door open. Kurt took a long minute to gargle water with a bit of toothpaste down his 
throat and scrub dirt off his face. Maybe he was done throwing up but still felt weak. Maybe Dave gave him 
the evil eye. Maybe Dave was right, a little. Maybe Kurt still had a chance before Dave would give up on him. 


"No one's gonna stop you," the words rang in his head, like shattering marbles thrown against all Dave's cymbals 
at once. "Kurt, me and Shelli both love you. Youre playing with dynamite," Krist said. The words were nice but not 
enough to quench his temptation 


Kurt didn't want anyone to stop him. But he still felt shitty. Dave said his friend had a heroin habit and now 
was gone, of course he would be triggered He always got nervous if offered anything besides weed or 
mushrooms, anyway. 

Finally, Kurt dared to lean out the door frame. Dave was at the table, sealing a second cigarette, the tip of his 
long tongue slowly moving along. He looked up, his eyes tired with something more than hours of boozing, and 
offered Kurt the bottle of Coke. Kurt took a grateful small sip, then another, and another, savoring the taste 
of bubbles and sugar in his mouth. Dave was rolling another one, perhaps to busy his hands. 

"Mind if we step out for a smoke?" Kurt tried, his voice small, 


"If you're sure," Dave murmured. Kurt put on his coat, but didn't feel much warmer. 


They stood at the porch, shivering in the wind blowing the snow fluff on them. The fresh snow was covering 
everything in sight, Kurt could see traces of where Dave went to take a piss. 


"Guess there will be no grass at that spot this spring.” 

Dave sucked on the cigarette twice before passing it to Kurt, his face covered by hair, still wavy from pigtails 
Kathleen braided at the party. His hand was beating a rhythm - No Quarter, Kurt noticed. "With that dump 
Krist took there, maybe it will even out.” 


"Fuck, with that fresh snow, we might step in it" 


Dave snorted. Perhaps he thought something like / hope its you, not me, asshole 


"Needles freak me out," Kurt told Dave a few weeks ago, to soften his terrified expression, when Krist broke 
the news to him (did Kurt tell Krist because he wanted to be stopped? He didn't think so. Just like Krist didn't 
want to be stopped when he was saying "m dhinking too much’). He probably considered finding a place with a 
new band, instead of being stuck with a fucked up stranger who turned out to be a junkie. Kurt couldn't let him 


go, he made Nirvana complete. Cmon Kurt, put in some effort, show him you mean it 


Kurt exhaled the smoke through his nose, looking up at the dark sky. The moon was big and bright. His hand 
brushed over Dave's when he handed him the cigarette. 


Dave jolted "Your hands are freezing. Like frozen," he murmured absently. Kurt had no idea what he was 


talking about. 
"You were right. The moon looks fucking neat now," he tried 


"Mhm," Dave mumbled around the drag and spitted onto the snow. "Do you remember that humans landed on 
the moon?" 


| mean, yeah, they did? Everyone saw the footage and shit." 


The corner of Dave's chapped lips pointed up. "I mean, just think about it. People went into space in the sixties 


Fucking wow. Just, that's what | remind myself when | get down. Or get too much into my own head." 
"Like, you think about how there's stuff around to do." 


"To do, to see. New stuff to find" He took another drag and gave the smoke to Kurt. The filter was wet with 
his spit. "New things your brain may consider after a good night's sleep." 


Of course, Dave was scared Kurt would end up like his friend did. Kurt didn't mean to worry him. He would say 
it's just codeine next time he was going to pop some pills, okay? C'mon, he wasn't planning on dying, the plans 
were to become the biggest band in the world. 


He dropped the cig butt into the snow, and reached to squeeze Dave's fingers. "Sorry. My hands are just 
always cold." 


He still didn't let go when they went back inside. Dave brushed his other hand over Kurt's head, petting, finger 
slid to his neck and stayed at Kurt's pulse point for a moment. He squeezed Kurt's hand, said goodnight and 
went to the bathroom. 


Kurt bundled himself under his comforter, cold. He kinda hoped he had the guts to ask Dave to stay with him 
for the night, maybe he'd take pity on him. They could stay warm and Dave would know, Kurt could be 
breathing the whole time. 


In the darkness his senses were sharper and he could hear Dave picking on his guitar. 
"Here until Im gone, right where | belong." 


Just another thing he didn't have the guts to ask about. Kurt cuddled to his pillow and let Dave's song lull him 
to sleep. 


Kurt woke up first and trying to set a better mood, he planned to wake his friend up. He could just imagine 
him screaming, "FUCK YOU! LEAVE ME ALONE! THS IS BULLSHIT”, then Kurt would plunge his tongue into Dave's 
ear, startle him, and they both would fall back laughing. 

Kurt reached to brush away Dave's hair, his tongue ready. 

"Still here?" Dave murmured, voice thick. He would doze off right back and not remember. 


"I am" Kurt's hand stopped, grazing the shell of his ear. 


Dave's hand circled his wrist, thumb, bitten almost to the bone, rubbing the veins. "Good. You should stay." He 
fell back asleep. Kurt let him sleep in. 


Chapter 4 


Another bold line to shape out the middle finger, and another for the thumb. Unintended, to be honest, because 
Kurt didn't feel like sharpening his pencil but why not - it was messier than he would usually go for but 
seemed to work At least he wasn't tightly wound up anymore, after he stupidly decided to visit his family 
yesterday. He rubbed Dave's knuckle, feeling the bone under his flesh. His hands felt nice to the touch. And 


were warmer than Kurt's. "How's the book?" 


"Fascinating. Now | know how to not make my ass fall out" Dave clicked his tongue, and straightened up on the 
couch. He must have been really bored to start going through Kurt's medical books, or he wasn't joking that 
Geek Love made him physically sick (like he was one to talk. Kurt would change the channel if an interview with 


Charlie Manson was on, and Dave would be the one to watch with morbid fascination). "How's your drawing?" 
Kurt showed him the sketchpad. Dave held up his hand to it and looked at his fingers. "My pinky isn't that long." 


"You offered your hand as a reference for an alien," Kurt reminded him. "Aliens are gonna be another step of 


evolution, they may need the long fingers for something." 
"Bet they evolved their guts so they don't need to wipe, nor their asses fall out." 
"Oh, that's a neat idea" Kurt nodded. "I should make another drawing about this." 


"Sure, and put it on the fridge, next to the collage of vaginas. Maybe it'll help us fool ourselves into not being 
hungry.” 


"We're stocked up on bread, ketchup and Kraft mac and cheese," Kurt reminded. Personally, he was kinda used 
to not eating much but when they got their monthly checks, Dave sternly said it was time to stop being bums 
and get groceries. ‘If we keep going like this, we may not survive winter. And its not like were paying rent 
anyway," he said, all serious. Kurt was just gonna cross his fingers they could go to the studio before spring, 
but he complied because his friend clearly needed this (and maybe a little more food than drugs would do Kurt 
good, too). 


Dave groaned, closing his eyes. "Stop, it's not time for dinner yet... 


"Any plans for the evening?" Kurt sucked on his tongue and focused on his drawing, wondering if it needed 
some more hatching (maybe not, or he was going to end up doing realism and get bored halfway). 


Dave shook his head. "Sunday's not a day for grand plans." He looked at Kurt. "And don't try to coax me into 
doing the laundry." 


Kurt snorted. "Not today. | was thinking about having a bonfire after dinner." 


"Bonfire? Its not like we have sausages." Dave pouted. "And I'm more of a grill person, myself." 
‘Sorry, its not for food - though we can drink the beers. | just have some stuff to burn" 
"What, are you gonna burn your journals?" He looked taken aback. 


"No way. Just some books | kept for a project and changed my mind" He could still use some spare pages for 
some mix media piece but he didn't need all these books. "And it's not worth it to take them to a wastepaper 
point. We get more for the bottles." 


Dave chuckled. "Sure, why the fuck not. Getting drunk by the fire in the cold - maybe I'll sleep better than 


after watching television" 


To be honest, at first Kurt forgot that snow and bonfires don't mesh well together. At least, Dave was more 
amused than pissed when they tried to dig to the solid ground (thank fuck it didn't take them longer than half 


an hour. Dave said he used to go camping and knew what to do). 
"Why did you get five different copies of Lota and Catcher in the Rye, anyway?" 


‘Isn't it fucked up how people interpret them?" Kurt shrugged, taking a gulp of his beer - cold, bitter and 
tasty. The fire was reflecting in the glass bottle. The longer Kurt observed it, the less he felt the urge to 
smash the glass and (half) accidentally cut himself on it. 


"Yeah, but - it's because they're dumb. With a little intelligence, it's easy to see Humbert is a fucking 
manipulator, right on the first page." Dave crouched, ripping off a few more pages of another copy. "You can't 
know - one day some fuck-up may hear Polly - and have an interpretation like Charlie Manson when he heard 


Helter Skelter" 


"Fuck, no." Kurt shuddered with anger at the mere thought (or maybe with cold - he kept toddling, yet still the 
fire wasn't helping him warm up). "If | ever hear about something like this... | don't know, I'll find the bastard 
and feed him his own balls." 


Dave looked at him out of the corner of the eye and took a swig of his beer. "I thought you liked this one, 
though." He held up Catcher in the Rye. 


"Yes, but last time | read it, | got fucking pissed off." Kurt took the book out of Dave's hands and fed it to the 
fire. "| concluded, it's best to be wary of people who look up to Holden Caulfield.” 


"Sure. They didn't evolve from self-consciousness into self-awareness." He took another swig. "You didn't bring 


Fight Club, though" 


"| haven't finished it yet!" He pointed the neck of his beer bottle at him. "So, is Joe his real name or what?" 
‘It's Jack. In the movie, | think so." 

"What, there's a movie already?" 

Dave smacked his lips. "I think they're working on it" 

"Damn, | hope they don't ruin it" 


"Don't sweat, it can't be as bad as Lynch's Dune" He finished his beer with one big swig and reached for 
another one. "Okay, so what's the deal with the bonfire? If you really wanted to spread the message, you'd go 
spray-paint it on some buildings." 


"| got pissed off with how phony my lovely fucking family is. It seemed like a better idea than throwing napalm 
at the lottery building," Kurt scoffed. "Uncle Patrick died of AIDS a month ago, right? And they're too fucking 
worried about their reputation to write it on his obituary. He told them himself that he's gay and they 
pretended they didn't hear that. And they have the guts to now be upset with me for skipping the service, 
‘cause | didn't feel like being a part of their phony bullshit. Really, now" He spat on the ground. "For my funeral, 
| fucking hope they won't have a say. | don't know, I'll write a note and pass it on, to not believe my family - 
‘cause they won't admit the truth, if it's somehow shameful for them -" 


"Kurt, could you fucking shut up?" Dave's voice was level, but colder than the surrounding snow. He swiftly 


ripped off more book pages, and launched them into the fire. 


Oh, shit. How could he just forget? "Fuck, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to.." His own anger dissolved, as if it wasn't 


there to begin with. 

Dave shrugged, facing away from him, and it seemed he wouldn't speak anymore. Kurt took a gulp of his beer, 
wondering how to break the tension, but out of the blue Dave said: "Do you think you're gonna care - when 
it's time for your funeral?" 

"| don't know. Depends if there really is an afterlife," Kurt mumbled. "To be honest, | probably won't 

Dave drank his beer and seemed lost in his thoughts. Yet again, something glinted in his eyes and he looked ten 
years older. "I suppose, it doesn't matter what people think of you, once you're gone and don't have to deal 
with it" He glanced at Kurt, quickly enough that Kurt couldn't figure out his expression 


"Dave?" Goddammit, he wasn't good at figuring out this cryptic shit. 


Dave took another swig, sloshing the beer in his mouth. "You know, from personal experience, it seems its a 


little bit easier to deal with grief, if you weren't basically told to fuck off the last time you talked to the guy." 


"Are you sure he meant that?" Kurt asked carefully. 


"He's the only one who knows. His best friend told me he wasn't himself these last days, "He punched me last 
fime | saw him and | knew in my gut | won't see him again,’ he said. He probably had the plan ready at that point. 
| just don't - | won't get why he went the extra mile. Could have just dropped the call, instead of telling me a 
bullshit story. Months before, | heard him telling other people he hates my guts, but when | asked him, of 
course he pretended he didn't mean it" Dave's voice was calm, almost bored, like he was giving directions. It 


didn't fit the words. Didn't fit his earlier reaction. 
"Maybe he thought it would hurt you less, if you thought he hated you." 


"Well, let me tell you - it's not working. It's just more salt in the wound that fucking stings." He took another 
gulp of beer. “Some days, | just pretend he went into hiding, or run off to become a monk in fucking Tibet. That 


would suit him." 


Kurt looked into his own bottle but it wasn't helping him find any words that felt right, so he set it on the 
ground. "I'm sorry, Dave. | wasn't close with uncle Patrick, so to me, it's just weird he's gone. Of the people | 


cared about, | only ever lost pets, so | can't really get what you're going through..." 

“That's valid, too," Dave interrupted. "Brian May wrote All Dead when he lost his cat." He took another swig, 
and threw the rest of the book into the fire. "Of course I won't believe you're dead and gone" He glanced at 
Kurt briefly, as if he didn't want to be caught. Do / remind you of him’, the intrusive thought popped in and 
Kurt swatted it away. Maybe Dave was just that insecure deep down, he thought Kurt would treat him the 


same way. But Kurt couldn't imagine something would prompt him to want to get rid of Dave. 


"You know, you're allowed to cry about this," Kurt tried He imagined that would help a little bit. Maybe would 
be better than trying to tell Kurt about it, ‘cause he felt pretty useless at listening at the moment. 


"| did, it's just not working most days." Dave shrugged. "I'm just not loud about it, you know. You don't have to 


worry." 

Don't have to? Youre my friend, how fucking dare you think Im not supposed to worry about how you feel, Kurt 
bit his tongue before the words spilled. A better idea finally lit up in his brain, he almost felt a little zig of 
electric static. 

"You know what? We should let out all that anger sitting down inside." 

"Yeah? You know, since we set up the bonfire, we'll be the first suspects if the lottery building burns down" 


Kurt chuckled. "No, | was thinking, maybe a fight club isn't such a bad idea" 


Dave raised his eyebrow. "Dude, maybe you should finish the book first.” 


"Jeez, | know. | see these dudes’ masculinity is fucking fragile, or they're all in denial - the Narrator definitely 
is, alternatively he's in love with Marla. Maybe both, actually. Anyway, we should slug it out, | think that 
should help. As a one time thing." 


Dave gave Kurt an attentive look, like he expected it to be a joke. Then he set down his bottle and got up. 
"Okay. Get away from the fire and clench your teeth." 


Kurt barely did that before he got punched square in the jaw. "Fuck!" He staggered backwards, his mind not 
catching up with the pain yet. 


"Oh fuck, you did clench your teeth, right? | didn't fuck you up?" 


Kurt couldn't help but snort at Dave's quivering voice and doe eyes. He took a moment to check his teeth and 


felt no blood. "I did, guess it helped." 
"Okay, your turn now," Dave said matter-of-factly. 


Kurt aimed at his jaw, but Dave moved at the last moment. Kurt's fist connected with his chapped lip and 
broke the skin 


"Fucking hell," Dave growled, "My ear? Did you lose your mind?" Blood was oozing from his lip and he licked it 
off, then pressed his finger to the wound. 


"| was aiming at your jaw," Kurt mumbled. He licked the blood off. That was a normal reaction, right? "Stil 
bleeding?" He wanted to lick it off. Kiss it off for him. 


What the fuck, brain? He's had intrusive thoughts like these before, but mainly about kissing someone he was 
drinking with. Someone who was a casual acquaintance. It's just because he punched Dave, so he wanted to 


make it better, right? 


"No," Dave said but still bit his plump lip. "Well, now | have to keep my cigarette in the corner, thanks." He gave 


Kurt a look of feigned annoyance and couldn't stop a half smile from cracking, so all seemed good. 


Kurt didn't trust his words, and he needed to do something before his thoughts would show on his face. The 
pulsing pain in his jaw came forward, his bony knuckles that split Dave's lip were tingling. He was going to lose it 
and do something stupid - 


He launched himself at Dave and wrestled him to the ground. Dave snorted as he grabbed Kurt's arm to push 
him to the side. Kurt pushed his arm into Dave's side, struggling to hold onto the leather jacket, but Dave 


jammed his bony elbow into Kurt's ribs. 


"Ow! That's foull" His coat was warm but he still felt that. 


"You didn't start with a neutral stance, thats foull" He grabbed onto Kurt's arm, pinning him to the ground and 
swiftly straddled him. Kurt could have fought back but - what for? At least, the coat was hiding his semi 


hard-on. 


"Fine, fine,” Kurt grumbled. Tips of Dave's hair were touching him, all Kurt could see were his big sparkling 
eyes, the zit under his nose, and the red wound on his chapped lip. And Kurt shouldn't want to crane his neck 


to reach it. No, c'mon, then Dave would feel his goddamn boner! 


With a quick ha, Dave rolled off him and laid down on the ground. Thank fuck, it could easily become so 
awkward and embarrassing. Dave fished out a cigarette tin from his pocket and lit one up. "I think you're right 
- the Narrator is in denial. He totally beat up Angel Face because he was jealous of Tyler." 


"Don't spoil!" Kurt kicked his ankle. "But yeah - meeting a guy on a nude beach just can't end up platorically. 
And, right in the first chapter he said they have a triangle." 


"Nude beach? Didn't they meet on a plane?" 


Kurt snatched the cigarette from him and took a drag. Oh, it went right to his brain. Thank fuck you didnt 
leave blood on the filter. "No. Maybe you need to read the book again" 


"Sure. Let me know when you finish, so we can bitch about toxic masculinity, consumerism or being God's 
middle children together, or whatever it was," he said cheerfully and wiggled his fingers at Kurt until he 


handed him the cig. "You know what we should do now?" 


"Yeah?" Kurt was looking at him out of the corner of his eye. Goddammit, with that cigarette, he fucking 
couldn't stop stealing glances at his lips. Stop i, brain, gotta lose the boner before we get home. 


"We should go home and listen to Surfer Rosa" The corner of his mouth was pointing up, like that was 
supposed to be some clever line. "They should have Where Is My Mina playing in the last scene of the movie, 


you know." 

Kurt's boner went to sleep again by the time they put out the bonfire and went back inside (Kurt had so many 
fucks to thank today, he should make a shrine. A fucking shrine). /s just an awkward intrusive thought that will 
go away tomorrow. It's just because things got a litte weird there. 


"Oh shit, Cactus sounds so perfect right after Where is My Mina," Dave moaned, head lolling on the armrest of 


the couch. 


"Yeah. Like a physical orgasm after an emotional one," Kurt said, deliberately sitting on the chair on the other 
side of the room by the record shelf. Deliberately looking over the record's sleeve. 


Dave snorted. "Should've figured you got your moves from that” 


Oh jeez. "And which Zeppelin's song you got yours from?" 


"The Wanton Song | imagine this is how Bonham fucked" There was no innuendo or anything in his voice. There 


wasn't, chill out. 
| don't remember how it sounds," Kurt said before he thought. 


‘Its on Physical Graffiti. Check it out tomorrow - not tonight, or you won't fall asleep." Phew, saved! Tomorrow, 
he could do, it would be fine. He wouldn't keep thinking about Dave straddling him, his face hovering over him, 
the blood smeared over Dave's plump lip tempting him. He wouldn't, because it never happened before, he 
never lusted after Dave, it was a one time situation. Just like the fight. Tomorrow, Kurt would feel normal 


again. 


Author's Notes: 
Hey, | bothered to do a paste from a file, not google docs, so there is formating now. 


Kurt was dreaming. A pleasant dream, where he was sitting in Krist's lap and they were making out. Couldn't do 


that awake anymore, so that's what dreams were for! 


"| missed that," Kurt murmured, ‘cause he did, and sneaked his hands under Krist's sweater. His body was firm 


and warm under Kurt's touch, his lips tasted just like he remembered. 
"| know," dream Krist said, kissing the corner of Kurt's mouth. "We should move from the couch." 
So Kurt went to the bedroom, but Dave was there, sprawled out on his bed. 


"What are you doing here?" Kurt asked, climbing on the bed without hesitation. Dreams do be like that 


sometimes. 
"Waiting for you." Dream Dave lifted his chin, waiting for Kurt to get comfortable on top of him. 


Kurt kissed him, ‘cause he was still in the mood, and Dave kissed back, his lips thick and soft. And they kissed 
again and again. Kurt latched his mouth to Dave's neck, grabbing the collar of his T-shirt to expose more skin 
His friend gasped, fisting his hand into Kurt's hair. Kurt hummed in appreciation and started rocking his hips 
into Dave's. Yet too soon, he felt he was about to wake up. No, / need more, cmon. 


His body didn't listen. Kurt lied awake in his bed. Fuck, why? Sure, he hadn't gotten laid in a hot minute. He tried 
a few times since he broke up with Tobi in the fall, but it wasn't really satisfying without any emotional 
connection. He understood Krist was in the dream, but why Dave? Its been more than a week since their fight, 
followed by the weird thoughts that didn't come back until now. It didn't feel fair to be lusting after him. He 
wasn't sure Dave would get it the way Krist did. He knew Krist for years, and they didn't need words to speak 
to each other. Didn't need words and labels when they had their thing. They agreed it would end someday, and 
it did. Sure, Kurt was salty about it (or at least about Krist not wanting to even try to talk to Shelli - who 
knew, maybe she wouldn't mind them hooking up when they were on tour!), but he would probably get married 


one day, Too. 


Whatever, it was just a dumb dream, it would go away. It wasn't even vivid, didn't engage any senses. Kurt 
remembered how Dave's touch on his neck felt yesterday when he reached to fix his collar, his fingers light 
on Kurt's skin, almost tickling, but didn't remember how his kiss tasted in the dream. The softness of his lips 
was more of an autosuggestion. C'mon, hurry up with the going away - Kurt could smell Dave was cooking 


breakfast. He had to face him to get some. 


"Morning" Dave looked up from his chipped mug when Kurt opened the door. He smiled at him, sleepy eyes 
sparkling. He was doing that every day and it still was making Kurt all fuzzy inside. /ts fine, he's just sitting at 
the table, Im not gonna fucking sit in his lap now. "Happy birthday, old man" 


"Thanks." Kurt smiled too. "Where's my breakfast?" The frying pan was already empty, just like Dave's plate. 
But a bowl with egg mixture was next to the stove. 


"You're supposed to eat an omelet right after serving.” He swatted Kurt's hand, when he took his mug. "Who do 
you think you are, my spouse?" he growled, glaring at Kurt over his coffee. 


"Your mom," Kurt snorted, moving to feed the turtle his pellets (he knew Dave didn't bother to do it). "It's 
fucking bitter, anyway." 


"One day you may grow up to appreciate a cup of black coffee." He took another sip, licking his lips. Thick and 
soft lips. (Would they actually be soft, even so chapped?) At least the wound healed "Then what did you do 


with the million bucks?" 


"Spent it on all the guitars | smashed" Kurt grinned, sitting at the table. "Okay, to be honest with you, you're 


adopted, Dave. But remember, that means | really do care about you." 


"Of course, one father disowned me, the other kicked me out. Glad | could at least find a good mother." Dave 
deadpanned, but ruffled Kurt's hair. He got up, put a bit of butter on the frying pan and turned on the stove, 
then put an unlit cigarette in his mouth. 


"Don't ash into my food" At least his hair was still tied. And still curled from the nightly bun. Kurt kinda 


wondered how he'd look with his hair curled and down. 

"Don't sweat it, I'm just sucking on it. Haven't you done it in high school, with a pencil instead?" 

"No?" 

"| did. It helps quench the psychological desire. And to not pass out from stress in math class." Dave 
maneuvered the frying pan with confidence. Mm, whatever spices he threw into the eggs, it smelled delicious, 
making Kurt's stomach growl. He closed his eyes, licking his lips. When he opened them, Dave put the plate, the 


same one he ate from, before him. 


"Oh damn." The omelet smelled of garlic and basil and looked perfect, too - yellow, fluffy, folded in half and 


covered in ketchup. Kurt dove right in and moaned. "You even filled it with cheese and tomato?" 
Dave nodded, back to nursing his coffee mug. 


"You never said you can cook. Seriously, this is great.” 


"Oh, | just kept it a secret. You should see me on a grill, though." 


"Yeah? What other secrets are you keeping yet?" Kurt put another forkful in his mouth, the greasy, dragging 


cheese like a caress on his tongue. 

| can tie a knot on a cherry stem." 
"Figures," Kurt snorted. 

‘Its true!" Dave's expression was earnest. 


"It would be weird to ask Kathleen about it, so | have to take your word for it." With a dude, one wouldn't need 
that much finesse, anyway. "Anything else?" 


"l'm sure | still remember how to play pretty much all the Scream songs." 

"It wasn't that long ago. But yeah, that's neat." Maybe it's good he quitted weed. 

Dave started beating a rhythm on his thigh, it seemed familiar. "Okay, | also still remember how to play the 
Mission Impossible theme. We used to start every Mission Impossible show with it” He smiled proudly, his big 
teeth showing and Kurt kinda wanted to poke them. "And | have a catalog of guitar riffs. Most of them are 
pretty dumb, though." 


"And you never told me that?" Kurt pouted at him, his brows knitted He scarfed down the last bite of his 
omelet and snatched the cigarette Dave put next to his mug. The filter was wet with his spit and tasted of 


coffee. 


"| said my riffs are pretty dumb. It's not like you needed one from the drummer." Dave looked into his mug 
and drank the last gulp, then reached to roll a cigarette for himself. 


Kurt lit the cigarette from the stove and inhaled slowly. Damn, what's better than a smoke after a tasty 
breakfast? "We're jamming on yours tonight" He pointed the cigarette at Dave and took another drag. 


"Fine, only because its your birthday." Dave clicked his tongue. Kurt was pretty sure he was just pretending. 


Kurt let the smoke out slowly and mustered all his courage. "Could | have something else for my birthday, 


too?" 

"You didn't say you want anything.” Dave raised his eyebrow and turned around to light his cigarette from the 
stove, too. "We're on a budget until the next gig, brother. And | already did the laundry last week, since 
apparently you're too punk rock for that." 


"No, | - want a song," Kurt blurted out. 


"Like, right now? You're giving me performance anxiety," he chuckled around the drag. 


"How about a song you already have?" Kurt sucked the filter, filled with nervous hope. C'mon, Dave had to 


know Kurt could hear him behind the door. "I really liked some of the stuff | heard you play." 


"Most isn't mine, just stuff | heard from other bands on the road," he mumbled, looking away, the tips of his 


ears red. 


"Oh c'mon, | wanna hear a song from you, Dave. Pretty please?" He even dared to flutter his eyelashes 


comically. 


"Jeez, alright" He shoved Kurt lightly. "But after the rehearsal." Perhaps he thought darkness and ringing in 
their ears would work to his advantage somehow. Kurt hasn't seen him this shy in a while, it was kind of 


endearing. 


First thing after the rehearsal though, they ended up at Krist's house. A showing of This /s Spinal Tap, a sponge 
cake from Shelli, some pink wine, and the company of his two best friends after hours of playing music 
together - it couldn't really get better than that, could it? 


When they started the rehearsal, Kurt sat on Dave's stool, trying to give him an encouraging look as he fiddled 
with the pair of duct-taped drumsticks. But Dave turned his back to him and Krist, struggling to position his 
right-hand fingers on the fretboard of Kurt's guitar. Krist cocked his head to the side and glanced at Kurt, 
wondering if that was gonna be something like the old tapes Dave showed them before. Wait for if, Kurt gave 
him a look. The songs Dave was playing at night were so much better. 


Dave bowed his head, hiding behind the curtain of hair and for a moment Kurt thought he would chicken out 
and play the Black Dog riff or something, but he played his own thing. Krist perked up and smiled, even though 


Dave couldn't see. He played it again and again 
"Well, it's pretty dumb, as | said.” 


Honestly, it was, but Kurt could work with it. He could find a slide to compliment it, and he would bet Dave had 
a beat to match it. "Its fine, we can go with this." Dammit, it kinda was his birthday present, he wasn't gonna 


complain this time. 


"Maybe you guys wanna switch instruments for tonight?" Krist grinned at Kurt. Huh, why not, it could be fun, 
Kurt was gonna agree. But Dave already took the guitar off and walked to hand it back to him. 


‘lm gonna break my fingers like this." He shook his head. "Thanks for keeping my seat warm." He grinned at 


Kurt and looked relieved to be back behind the drum kit. 


"No need to be so coy," Kurt jabbed him in the ribs. He knew Dave was pretty good with guitar. 


Later, when Dave took his nap cuddled up to his tom-tom, Krist spotted a doodle in Kurt's journal and reminded 
him about the tattoo. Kurt was playing with the idea ever since Dave told him about his own first poke-and- 
stick - he was gonna bring it up with him but kept forgetting. 


"Christ, for my next birthday, you'd guys better get me a stripper in a cake and a lap dance." Dave rolled his 
eyes when Krist told him he had some India ink at home and Dave was supposed to do the job. Kurts morals 
didn't agree (unless Dave meant he and Krist were to perform the lap dance. He would enjoy the show if Krist 
was to do this, but wasn't sure he had the balance to not crush Dave's balls), so he offered to finish up 


Dave's Black Flag tattoo. 

"Nah, it's fine like it is," he mumbled. 

Its not the Black Flag logo like this. C'mon, just let me fix that." 

And here they were. 

Kurt's tattoo got done smoothly, both Krist and Dave taking turns working on the K Records logo, switching 
when one started bitching about how uncomfortable it was to handle a tiny sewing needle. It didn't really hurt 
- more like tickled. 


"Asshole," Dave huffed. "| didn't finish the fucking tattoo, ‘cause it hurt like a motherfucker." 


"C'mon, if it hurts, we can kiss it better for you now." Krist patted his cheek. Kiss it better, huh? Shit, thanks 
for the reminder (oh fuck, both of them were in his dream). Goddammit, Kurt didn't want to get weird now. 


"How'd you get the other ones then?" Kurt asked as a distraction He squirmed on the sofa, trying to get 


comfortable against Krist, with Dave's arm in his lap. 
"What do you think?" A smile broke on his face. "Squats in Europe, man" 


‘lm still not sure that you didn't make up half the shit you said about them," Krist said, as he offered a piece 


of cake to Kurt. Damn, it was a really good cake. 


"Life is stranger than fiction, brother -" Dave hissed, when Kurt dipped the needle in his skin and rubbed his 
thumb on his Zeppelin tattoo in apology. "Riots in the middle of the street or burning linen because of the 
scabies outbreak was just another Thursday night there. And the stories everyone said about blowing up 
toilets in their high schools were detailed enough, l'm sure they happened” 


"Like this?" Kurt eyed the thickness of the other stripes to make the outline. 


"| guess," Dave winced. 
"You should try to work faster, | think" Krist was chugging the wine straight from the bottle, since he turned 


out to be the only one able to drink. "Seriously Dave, were you stoned out of your mind when getting the 
tattoos or what?" 


"Oh yeah, we both were, all you could hear was laughter and buzzing of the tattoo gun made of a fucking 
doorbell. Ow!" 


"Don't scream, Shell's working in the morning. But | can share if you wanna," Krist said, eyeing an old Pringles 


can on the bookshelf - his weed stash. 


Dave whimpered, his eyes watery. "Fuck.. Sure, whatever. If itll make me paranoid, I'm hiding under Kurt's bed 


again" 


"Sure, | won't be playing blues this time." Kurt grinned, whisking away a stray hair from Dave's sweatshirt. 
Yeah, at least for the outline, he could work faster. "Don't cry and have some cake." 


"The cream is way too sweet," Dave whined. Kurt licked the cream off from the piece and just stuffed Dave's 


face with it. He couldn't keep listening to his moans or he was going to start feeling like a sadist. 
"And you said you like to be beat up a little?" Krist snorted, busy rolling the joint. 


"| said a hftle - and it's not like this," Dave growled, beating an angry rhythm with his foot. Aw, the cake didn't 
help. 


Huh? "I didn't hear about this," Kurt tried for a playful tone, keeping his eyes on the work Just keep the lines 


even. Dave shrugged. "Do you mean like hair pulling?" 

"Or do you like to be bent over someone's knee?" 

"I bet your mom does," Dave scoffed. Krist had enough sensibility to lift Kurt's hand before he grabbed Dave 
by the hair. "Don't say you're getting off because l'm crying now, dude, that's horrible," he deadpanned, blinking 
the tears away. 

Krist laughed, letting him go. "Huh, so you're the strong silent type." 


"Duh, years of living in the van" 


‘Seriously, sometimes you'd come back with the cum jar and | was like, what the hell, | didn't hear you at all,” 


Kurt said. 


‘Oh my God - the jissom jar! | forgot!" Dave laughed, throwing his head back. "What did you do with it, 


anyway?" 
"Used it up on paintings." 


"What - | thought - | was hoping you were joking." Dave's jaw was tense and his eyes boring a hole in Kurt's 


head. Kurt just gave a dumb smile. "| see one maggot and I'll burn down the apartment, | swear, Kurt." 
Its not a fleshlight, there shouldn't be any maggots." Kurt shrugged. 


"Aw, that sure gives a new meaning to ‘the artist leaves a part of himself in his work" Krist ruffled Kurt's 
hair like a proud parent. Kurt cackled, and Dave too hid his face in his arm as he was shaking with laughter. 
Finally, Krist lit up the joint and gave Dave a shotgun. Kurt wasn't fooled, he knew there was a malicious intent 
hidden Dave closed his eyes as he inhaled, and Krist took the chance to poke his chapped lips with his tongue. 
(Why didn't he think of that? They were shotgunning the last smoke of the pack on a regular basis, Kurt could 


have checked out himself if Dave's lips were soft) 
"The wine's good." Dave smacked his lips. "And seriously, why is the weed from around here so much better?" 
Kurt made a noise in the back of his throat, keeping his eyes on the joint. Not looking anywhere else. 


"Here you go, birthday boy," Krist chuckled like nothing happened. He kissed the corner of Kurt's mouth and put 
the spliff in it. Kurt took the hit, keeping it inside as long as he could. Chil out. He wasn't sure how he was 
supposed to feel about what he just saw, but if his friends didn't have any reaction, there was nothing to 


write home about, right? 


"Yeah, this is good shit," Kurt murmured, rubbing his thumb over the Zeppelin tattoo. The circles of the sigil 
were making a gentle noise, like bells. That seemed surreal for a Bonham symbol, so he cackled and said that 


out loud. 


"C'mon, it's just the first hit!" Krist shook his head. "Oh shit, we missed the scene where they get lost 
backstage! Let me rewind that." 


Dave whined again when Kurt got back to work. "My death in a strange circumstance is going to be this" he 
growled, so Kurt stuffed his face with another piece of cake. 


"Thanks for not wrecking the car into a tree," Kurt said once they got back inside the apartment. He dug his 
fingers into Dave's arm. The goddamn leather jacket wasn't letting him feel the skin like he wanted to. 


"You're gonna stay alive on my watch, brother." He cracked a smile. Kurt leaned to put his chin on his arm, 


Dave's hair tickling his nose. 

"Why do you smell so good?" He sniffed. Even his hair didn't reek of cigarettes. Shelli once told Kurt something 
like "Youre not a chinchilla Kurt, you're not supposed fo bathe in dust and ash,’ but Kurt doused himself in 
cigarette butts only about twice and it wasn't on purpose, fuck off. 


"Soap and deodorant, | suppose?" He shrugged the arm Kurt wasn't propping on. 


"No, there's something else, too." Kurt nuzzled his neck. "Must be just your skin" Huh, it probably wasn't 
something he should say out of the blue. To ease the weirdness, Kurt backed off to the faucet. 


"Don't drink straight from the faucet, you know your stomach will be killing you tomorrow." 


"That's a problem for tomorrow." Kurt shrugged and kept drinking. The weed sure gave him a feeling of mental 
bliss but his body wanted hydration "Dave. Don't forget you promised me a song.” 


"| did, didn't |?" he murmured, biting his fingertips. 


Kurt nodded with enthusiasm. "Yeah! You can even pick the one you like this time." Proud of himself, he grinned, 
shrugged off his coat and sat on the couch. 


"Woah, you have no chill for how much you smoked," Dave quipped but gave Kurt a gentle look 


‘lm all ears," Kurt said, swaying in his place. Dave took off his jacket, grabbed the beaten-up Stella propped 
against the turtle tank and sat on the floor, half turned away from Kurt. Kurt expected him to be as nervous 
as he was at the rehearsal, but it looked like Dave was mentally prepared now. He took a minute to tune the 
violin strings, then with no warning, he was playing his song. Oh, Kurt knew that one! Heard him play that ever 


since November or sol 
"He's there in case | want it all." 


Oh, fuck yeah For a moment, he was thinking Dave would try to cheat and claim it was just an instrumental. 


Wasn't it "she" before, though? 


Dave lit up a cigarette before the sound of the last chord died, leaving the pounding of the turtle against the 
wall of his terrarium as the only thing they could hear. Kurt held his breath, feeling the melody he just heard 
in his guts, as if he became the sound box. Dave looked at him out of the corner of the eye, but more playful 


than awaiting verdict. 
"| love it" Kurt grinned, sliding off to sit next to him and snatch the cigarette. "What's it called?" 


"Marigola. Color Pictures of a Marigola," he murmured, eyeing the ember. 


"The shorter one sounds better," Kurt said around a mouthful of smoke. "We should record it, too." 

"But we basically have all the songs ready. | don't think this one fits.” 

"For the next one, then," he said earnestly and Dave gave him a small smile, taking the cig back. 

‘Maybe you're just saying that because you're stoned" 

"Nonsense." Kurt shook his head and leaned in, ‘cause he felt the need to tell Dave something important. "I love 
the song. And honestly, if | had any ambition, I'd be jealous you're better at guitar than me. Like, if we had a 
chance at getting a better drummer, I'd nominate you to be the second guitarist." Kurt wasn't good with words 
of appreciation but knew Dave liked to hear some praise. But that didn't work out like he hoped. 

"No." Dave looked away, his body tense. "You want another drummer?" 

"No way!" Kurt got to his knees, putting his hands on Dave's arms. "That's not what | meant, fuck. | mean, like, 
if we could clone you or something!" Goddamn guitar was in his way. He needed to shake Dave, sit in his lap and 
make him understand. "You're the drummer that completed the band. But I'd love it if we had a second 
guitarist. So, yeah, we'd need to clone you." 


Dave snorted. "Damn, I'd have to fight another Dave for cheese. Well, guess he would need to sleep in the car." 


"Wouldn't a clone be weaker? Might die of pneumonia” Kurt cocked his head to the side. "Guess | have to 


scratch this idea." 

"Thanks." Dave patted his cheek and Kurt relaxed. Still wished his touch would linger, though. "I don't know if 
you can find the right guitar player around these parts. Might have to take a road trip to some other scene, 
until you'll find a good stray. Aliens told me so." 

"Sounds neat. Would you come looking with me?" 

"Yeah, we all should. Imagine that Spinal Tap-esque shenanigans.” 

"Would be awesome." Kurt grinned. He still had his hands on Dave's arms, so he squeezed and let go. Took the 
cigarette from him and finished it, preparing some better words. "Thanks for the breakfast. And the riff. And 
the tattoo. And the song." 


Dave looked down but smiled. "C'mon, admit the riff was pretty dumb, or I'm gonna think you have been cloned 


and brainwashed" 


"Okay, it kinda was typical grunge shit or whatever the press calls it. But with the slide, we might make it into 


a song." 


"If you say so." 


Seriously, | feel ashamed | didn't give you a better birthday present.” Should he offer to do the lap dance 


now? The idea was tempting, but would that end well?.. 


"No, it was nice. | appreciate you made something for me, | know you're a sloth." There was a teasing lilt in his 


voice, but the smile he gave Kurt was genuine. 


Kurt cackled as he remembered. "So, not feeling paranoid now?" They could both fit in Kurt's bed. Kurt would 
be a good friend and let him in. 


| only had three hits, I'll be good. | made sure no hellhounds were following us." 


So Kurt went to bed alone, but still felt happy. He thought about his dream, and felt good thinking about Krist 
kissing the corner of his mouth, Krist kissing Dave to let him taste the wine, and he imagined hard how soft 
Dave's lips could be. When he fell asleep, he dreamed there were two Daves in the apartment, and they claimed 
the only way to distinguish them was a small tattoo. One Dave claimed it was located below the belt, the other 
one that it was on his arm. Kurt has seen Dave in nothing but his underwear before, so of course he thought 
the first option was right, but Daves were upset, because it was on his elbow. Dammit, Kurt had to ask him 


about it in the morning. 


